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A Romance With a Strange
Hero of the Battling Breed
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“What a beast you are, Conoverl”
excliimed Cuine, In revolt

. ™That's right assented Caleb,
ort M‘r’-!"t‘?m'?’ ﬂ_'m l)’c cheerfully, “Hut I've just broke A&
o padl big berviumn, Caloe, bave Ji worse one.  Hroke him body an
by e B A wmil spirit, Not such a bad day's workl
I.hnm';im:.-, huu;l.ful
M':';m:l M.:’El: un; CH"TEB F.
iy el e ot danere Caleb Conover Storms a
e o the « al to &W‘: A R m rl
fearva e the teich: Teteran wiﬂ”- éai ¥ ?:m?gvs.n finlsh
"['ﬁ': Mo 1 " thee Lreesds 1 threh ALFR - -

. CHAPTER 1V,

roEmne ned. )

. The Battle.

length, employing a wroat-
ling device, Calne managed
to drag the frongied Fighter
backward from behind, and
f by & sudden wrench to
throw him to one alde, St keeping
bahind Conover, outl of reach of the
hammer-fists, the slighter man suc-
ceeded in pinloning Caleb's arma by
alipping his own hands and wrists be-
tween the othor's elbows and his
body. Trussed up, helploss as he was,
Caleb writhed and mnarled like o
Jeashed bulldog. In avother moment
he would have wrenched himself free
by dint of main foroe had not Calne's
yolos ot last penetrated the red
wrath-mists of his brain
g ver!™ his friend was shoot-
ing. for the tenth time, "If yon kill
him Miss Bheviin’s name will be
t into the affair! Can't you
t? I
ver's lron-tense musclon re.
, The orgham of Beserk rage
passed, loaving him spent and
hetle. Calne knew that sanity
returned to the Fighter, and ho
released his grip on the mighty arms,
“Well'* he observed, fucing the
dagnd, panting man, and setting to
righta his own tumbled elothing,
“You are a nios specimen of human-
ity to have at large in a civilized
country! You might have killed him,
You would have killed him, 1 belleve,
1t I hadn't come when 1 did, 1 got
2o thinking over what you sald at the
Btate House and | wana afrald some-
thing like this would happen. Bo [
eatne on, Just in time, 1 think.”
Caine, as he wpoke, hud kuelt beside
the batiered, bleeding Thing on the
flour, Now he crossed to the wanh-
stand and came back with s moaked
towel, Talking as he worked over
the unconscious figure, he added:
*You were right (o thrash him. He
righly deserved It.  Dut, why the
deuce did you keep on pummeling
him 'g'ol‘ he was down? Does that
.u.i’h U ns lhpo:tmunl:iez
portsmanlike ™ pant onover,
his big volce atill shaking with
ground-swells of the morm that had
mastered him, “Bportsmanlike, hey?
s'pose [ came hers for a meaaly
athlstie contest? 1 came hore to lick
my curly, perfumed whelp, An'l dld
£

“You hit him when he was down,”
answernd Caine, crossing amin from
the washsiand and dashing cold
water in his face. "And"——

“Of pourse 1 hit him when he was

et

down!" anorted Caleb, "What d'ye
a'pose I was goln' to do? Help him
_up an' brush off his elo'en? Goee! @t

makes me sick to hear that old foasil
rot about ‘not hittin' & man when he's
down!" What In thunder's the use
otrmn' him down if you ain't goin'
to hit him? I didn't come here for
a friendly boxin® bout, 1 cume to
Blacarda oft, An' ha wasn't to be
‘off by one little tap that'd knock
over, That wons {:ant the start,
1 he'll know enough by now to
let Dey Bhevlin's name alone"
ne made no ansawer, He wan
daftly applying the stimple prize-ring
expedients for restoring beaten pugll-
iota to their senses. Conover looked
down at him in profound contempt,
“Yes,” went on the Mehter, “I
#'poso in your gold-ahirt world folks

would say 1 was all kinds of u cad
to keep on pushin® thuat swine after
1'd bowled him off his leizs.  Hul them

same folks will jump with both feet
on' a business man when therd's o
romor that he's broke. They'll join
& run on & bank that's in trouble,

r salntly women’ll take pious Joy

in n' to hell rome poor kirl who's
o fool of herself, HBHut they'd
T up their eyea at tho sight of me

Blacarda after he's Keeled over,
‘n blages is the uso of gettin' o
man down If you ain't goln' to hit

%7 It's the A, B,  of business.
" i

Calug, you make me tred!”
eyes frll on his own tornm,
bleeding knuckles, He garod at them
in &aw aurprife: then sauntered over
te bathe them. The gliss ubove the
syashstand revealed to him a fage
y white, smoared with coal-dust
m:u; and blood and swollen from
® blow on the mouth,

“I'm an engagin' lookin' spectacls,
all right,” he solilogulzed, us he bent
1o wash, “Lucky 1 left my muit-case
'l need a
fot of dressin’ an' massagin' bufore |
can go to see Dey™

Placaria groaned feebly and moved

I!l! head,

He's coming aroundl reported
Cajne. “Now I'm goln' to telephone
down for the hotel doctor, Whiloe he's
on' his way here you can think of
some story to tell him that will ac-
conunt for Blucardn's condition”

=Pl tell him the teuth,” sald Caleb,

mply. “All except the purt nhont
gg-, An' 1 guess RMaearda ain't likely
to tell that, either. RBut whit's the
uee of & doetor? The eur's gettin’
his senses back,'

1 think you fractured at lenst one
of Wis riba when your Knee wis
ammed down on his chest,” anawercd

ne, "It foela so to me Besldes,
unless his face in Lo be distorted and
hideous for life 1t must have medioal
G.E al onea”

Jawsrdn Hfted his unrecognizable
visage and opensd the one eye which
was not wholly hidden from view by
his swollen Aesh. Caloe ralsod the
injured man L0 W sitting posture and
b n whiskey flusk to the torn: dis-

ared Hps.  Through the hedgo of
smashed teeth and down the swelled
throat the stinging lguoer glided, Bla-
carda guiped it down, it motionioss
for 4 woment. then groaned aknin and
looken abhout him

el growled  Caleb,
wint iny 1more?"

One long second Blacarda squinted
al his eongueror, Then,
with » shuddering scroam of terror,

ln  you

v

| buricd s mangled face In Calne's
) wlder and lay there, quivering and
|

l

e -

ing & solitary brepkfast In
his room the morning after
hin return from the Capital,

He had eaten heartily, aven

a8 ho had slept well, and was neither
outwardly nor inwardiy the worse for
his “wakeful day” at State House and
engine-throttle, A slightly puffed wne
der llp and g double set of discolored
knuckles were his only mementoon of

tha attack upon Hlacarda,

In honor of his viotories, the Fighter
had allowed hlimsclf an extra half
hour's alcep and o steak for brenk-
fust, It waa nine o'clock, so he pushed
back Nis ehalr from the deal table
that had held his mornipg meal. He
lighted o heavy cigar, rose, stretched
himself In the lazy luxury of perfect
strength, and prepared to go to the
day's work.

Conover, in the early years, when he
woas fghilng tooth and nadl to UEL the
moribund . & X. Rallroad to a
paying basis, had had a room and
bath fitted up for his personal use
directly to the rear of his private of-
fiee in the station. Hers he had lived,
hin entire life centring about hia toll,

Iere he still dwell, now that sue-
cran was hila. The man whose wealth
had already pass#d the milllon mark
and was rocketing toward far highor
figures was simpler In hia persouss
taaten and surroundings than waa tne
poorest brakeman on his road. An
iron col bed, a palnted pine pureau
WwWith fawed mirror, an alr-tight atove,
n shelf with fourteen books, the deal
table and two chalra formed the sum
of his Hving room furniture. One of
the station serubwomen kept the place
in order. The few personal guests he
had weres received In the private office
outside,

One auch visitor, Conover had been
informed ten minutes eariler, was
even now awalting him thers, At
leist Caleb, reading the card, "Mr.
John Hawarden, Jr.” fudged the
ealler to have come on a personal
matter of some sort sather tham on
raullrond busineas,

With miid curiosity as to what
could have brought the son of De-
siree's chaperone to see him, Conover
lounged in lelsurely fashlon to the
office,

On his appearance g tall, alender
youth rose and gresled him with
nervous cordlality,

“8it down,"” grunted Conover, scow]-
1n? under the vigorous grip of the
Ind's hand, *“What can I do for you?”

The ealler twisted his neck some-
whut uneasily In Its amazing beight
of collar, fought bnck a gulp and fell
to drawing his tan gloves through his
fingers, Caleb noted that the hands
were alim, the fingers long and taper-
ing. He slso noted that the boy,
desplite s plrcost efleminate dellcacy

of vontour and feature, wia square
Wt Jaw and steady of oye. The
Flehter wias, from these signs of the

Brotherhood  of Strength, amused
thther than freftated at the other'a
nervonsness. He oeven felt a vagus

dealre to set Hawarden at hin sane,
“Fiest time you an' me have come

tagethor, ain't 0P he asked, loas
eruffly,
“You, sir" anawered Hawnrden,

pleasantly. *1 know you by sight—
and of courss by reputation—but It's
hardly likely you'd have noticed me,
My parents have had the pleasure of
meeting you'

“Pleagure, hey?' queried Caleb,
“That's what they calied 117"

Hawnrden flushed painfully, as at
some not wholly glad memory,

“I'm on a horribly cheeky srrand”
hegan the youth, “and, to tell you the

truth, I'm scared stiff, I came to
spoak to yYou on a rather dalicate sub-
Joor®

“I never saw the ‘delicate subject’
that wasn't the better for belng
drageed out Inta the fresh alr. Get
to the point, son. I'm busy."

“I am here, air,” sald the boy, with
it Inhored formality that pspoke of
much rehearsal, "to speak to you of
Miss Doslpes Hheviin, You are her
guardian, I understand.”

Culeh's glare of utter and dlapleassd
astonishment checked the speaker for
ihe brlefest Instant, Dut, swallowing
hurriedly, ho continued his set speechi

I have the honor—the undeserved
honor, sir—tn request your leave to
nsk Mins Slheviin to be my wife.”

It was out! llawirden relaxed the
knucklo-whitening grip of his Aats.
Hin forehrad grew molst. Ho did his
palms, Nordld Caleb's attitude leasen
the nwkwardness of the moment,
With opon mouth the Fighter sat
slaring i his guest., At last he found
words—just o few of them.

mwaell, 1I'Il be damned!"™ he aput-
tored.

‘I seema to me' sald Hawarden,
teklng new hold of his aliding cour-
nie—"it seems 10 mo & more honor-
ahla thing to ask Your sonseni-—as
Miss Sheviin's guardian—before dar-
ing to ofter myself to her”

“Hon!" observed Caleb, profoundly.
"t you hnd a little more senas you'd
be half-wittod ™

The boy got to his fost,

I ls your pight, 1 supposs.’ he an-
swored, atiffly, "to tnsult me, You
ure an older man than [, and [ coms
to You aa on applicant for'-

“you read all that in a bool," snort-
ed Calob, "Cut it out and get down
to sense, No one's insultin® you and
no one's stampin’ on your ouddin’
dlgnity. You can't wonder I wis took
aback when you spriung that mine on
me, Jain't up In the bylaws an' eons-
stitootion of p'lite s'clety. If It°a the
wausd thing te come over with a line
of ik ke you Just gor out of your

aVitlom—why, I'm sorry Iif 1 noted
roigh, There! Now, xit down and
talk sense, Bo It's the custom to ask

a girl's gunrdign before askin' her?
Nice, rec-fined des, Hut 1 gucss If
ev'rybody did It thers wonldn't be o
torribilo ot of work for the marriege
liconss clerks, An'--why, vou're just
a KIAT T broke out What In blasen
vt you babblin' about marrylh' for?
}ros
I hall b twoenty.two  noxt
month!* answered the boy, proudly.
“I think I am entitied to be trested
as o mun, Not a"—
"Oh, all Hght! all Mght!" chuckled
Caleb. "1 was the sawme way, Used

o'y - -
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Cmirthlens laugh of the man wha 18
insuliod and dare not resent the af.
front, who sompromises with (ram.
pied seif-respect by grinning where
he ahould cutrne,

Miland Yoke, nin't ¥ agreed Caleb,
reading the broken aristocrat like an
open page. Mo much for my first
reason for Belping you out, My seg-
ond reason s becauss | want to do
you & nelghborly turn. We are nelgh-
bars, aln't we, Standish? [ think 1"l
drop around to dinoner with you some
night.”

“Why, of course! Of coursa!” eried
the other,

*How'd Friday evenin’' of Cthis
woek sult you? asked Caleb, break-
ing in on the loossly strung apssch
of his guest,

“Friday ™ schosd Riandish, taken
abnek. “Why—why—my family are
to be at home that evening!”

White spots | into view at
elther mide of eb's close-shut
Hps, and something loMd Aamed far
back in his eyes. Had Hlacarda—in
hin hospital room at the Capltal=—
soon that look he might lave suf-
fored relapse, But Bandiah  wos
near-sighted—except in the eyes—
and the oxpresaion passed unnoticed.

| know your fam'ly’s to be home
that night” sald Conover, In A curl-
ously muffied volce, “Also there's a
dinner party Yyou're vin', An' a
musicle afterward. wolve
to the dinner. "Hout two bundred to
the musicle. I'm comin' to both
You don‘t object, 1 #'posa ™’

“Not at alll Nonsense!” fumed
Standish, in fearful straiwa, “DBut™—

“*Then, that's sottied,” decided Con-
over, "“Thanks'"

e bent over ths eheckbook, pen
in hand, Standish, at his wit's end,
made one more attempt to drag him-
solf free of the dllemma,

' “I know You won't be offended,”
| he faltered, with another

ia always

the
Mpehter, “don't ever maks the blun-
| dor of thinkin' a man oan't under-
stand you jusi because you aan’'t un-
dorstand him. 1f you'd sald te ons
of your own erowd: ‘I can't Invite
youl to my house because my fam’ly’s
| goin® to there, becauss you aln't
it to meet my women'—if you'd sald
that to one of them he'd &’ been your
enomy for Hfe. You wouldn't 'n

dared 'IMQ:: him u"'&u you ﬂ
it to me bhecauss
| wonldn't understand. Well, do.

Shut up! I know what you want me
to unr.pnn‘ 1 don't want to hear It
I'm not comin’ to your heuse for love
of you: but I'm comiol just U madive
—1 guess I've bought my right te.
If o« man's good encugh to ba trom
he's good snough to treat ol An'
you'rs goin' to treat me civil. This
afternoon I'm goln' to get an invite
to your dinner an’ the wsiole, You

Friday, an’ ‘re
word aro that
right while I'm there. Just to
sure of ¥, I'll date this check ahsad
to neoxt Baturday.™

to tiokles me to death at twenty to bs
called 'Old Man,' Now, 1'd give five
dollars to any ons who'd call me ‘My
Boy,'! 8o you think I ought to troat
you ke g grown man, hey? All
rght!*

e wus anjoying the scena hugely,
He Uked the boy's pluck Fighter-
ke, he was minded to test it 1o the
full, As a possible husbund for De-
siree, ha A4id not give Hawarden a
thought, As & mMomwentary means of
amusement to himself, he was willlng
to prolomg the interview.

“We'll a'pose you're a man, then,”
he continued. “An' you want to marry
my ward, Your fam'ly's as good as
hera. Maybe better, as you folks
count auch things, 8o much for that,
Now, what's your Income? There,
don't look like 1I'd made o face at you!
The question’s in order. Maybe you
think money don't count In matrl-
mony? Well, 1t does. Hespectability
ain't on the Froe List, Not by a long
shot, A fam'ly costs three times na
much to keep as a chorus girl. What's
your incoma? Bpeak up!”

“1 hardly know, exznetly,” fallered
Hawarden, “"When | was in collego
my father allowed me $1,500 a year,
He atill keeps 11 up. But as I'm liv-
ing at home now, It costsa me leas ‘o
Eot on.  Then, after I finlsh the law
school next year I'll be making & good
silary myself very soon. With Miss
Sheviin to work for''—

“To put 1t plain” interrupted Caleb,
“you're sarnin’ nothin' just now, with
a golden outlook of earnin' a MNttle
lews |n A year or two"

“I have my allowance,” protested
Hawarden, “gnd"—

“We'll cut aut the ‘allownnes' part,”
muid Caleb, "“That's Just what your
father pays as part of his fine for
bringin’ you Into the world, He's
I'ble to get pore on you any time an'
atop playin’' the alloorin' role of Hu-

man Meal Ticket, What'll you do
then ™
“You don't quite understand.” pro.

tested Hawarden. “In a year from
now [ shall be earning my own lUving
and shall not be dependent on iy
fother, There la good money in lnw
and’'

“There in!" ansented Caleb, "I've
put n lot of It there, myself, from
time to time, But hlamed few law-
yers mannge to get it ont. The rest
k0 to work on streot cars or*

“1 shu!l make my way,” averred the
Ind, stoutly, “and even If 1 don't suo-
cond at the law 1 always have my
literary work to fal back on*

“Your what ™

“My literary work, 1 wus Yale cor-
rogpondent for the Ktar all the time 1
was ut college. And mare of my stor-
{es are being accepted all the time by
mpers and magagines, And'" seok-
ng mightily to subdue the theill of
sublime pridsa in his volce and to
spoak in a matter-of-fact tons, as he
playsd his trump eard, “inst month [
had a meven page story in Scribner's.”

“Where” paked Caleb, genulnely
curious.

“In Keribner!s,” repeatod Hawarden,
modeat]y,

“Where's that?" inquired Caleb,

“It's—why Beribnor's Magasins,' ax-
plained the boy, In dire misary, *Igot
oighty dollars for 11" he added, with
a pitiful clutch at his vanishing seif-
rospect,

Calob's eye trightened, s looked |
At Howarden with a new thterest !

"Highty dailars? he repeatad
"How long'd it take You 1o write 1t
out?™

“About thres days, 1 think,” an

swernd the boy, pusaled at tho quas-
tion,

“H'm! Not a0 bad, Hundred an'
sixty dollare a week, with Sunday ou.l

Why don’t you stick to that instead
of messin'

them,*
Teally.
took. Thal's the troubls with litera-
ture,

Calelb, “you've no real money,
BUre prospeots,
marry Doy Bheviin,
share your nothin‘-a-year,
grated, “maybe you think it'd be nice
to live on her cash?™

Hawurdon, scuriet
not stand that sort of talk even from
her guardian.
penny
were starving!

too,” commented Caleb,
mean it,
I kind of like you.
throwin' you downstalrs, I'm goln' to
waste a whole minute talkin' to
You're
bristlin' with book learnin' an' ldecs
of honor an'
speech to the stony-hearted guardian
an' stand ready to say ‘Cod bless you,
air, for them kind worda!' or ‘You've
bustad two young hearis!®
needn't aquirm,
rub both thoss remarks off the alate,

pleaded the boy, "I'd surely maks my
way quickly, In a year at most! I'd
work--1'd work ao hard for har!™

Caleb loaned to one aide and throw
open the window by his desk. With
the warm, soft alr of apring rushed
in the stoam sibllance and clangor of
the rnllway yarda.

"Mook down there!™ ordered Con-
over, pointing out, “More'n a hun-
dred men io that yard, ain't there?
Dirty-fuced men with stooped shoul-
ders an' solled clothes, Not a oue of
‘em Lthat's got & fam'ly resemblance
to Romeo. What are they doin'?
Workin'! Every mother's son of ‘vm
workin' harder than you or any of
your tam'ly ever worked or ever could
work. How'd their faces got dirty an'
ntoopld an’ thelr shoulders bent over?
Hy workin'. An' who are they work-
in' for? For themselves? Nol them.
Bach ons of 'em's workin® for somae
woman., An' most of ‘am for a bunch
of meanly kids as well Work!l ' all
day an’ ev'ry day, til they drop dead
or wear out an' go to the poorhouse.
An' the women they work for are
workin' too. Workin' at washboard
or scrub-brush to eke out the men-
folks' an' brats’ livin',. Workl Work!
Work! Al thelr lives. Hut 1 don't
nes any of ‘om gatherin' in front of
the footllehts an' sipgin' a chorus
about how happy they are, or how
thelr hurd work hias made thelr wives

around with the law?"

“l was the tenth story I'd sent
confessed Hawarden, heros
“And it wna the first one they

!!r-
“S0, as things stand now,” pursued
No
An' you want to

You want her to
Oor," he

“f think nothing of the sortl” flared
with anger, “I'll

I wonldn't toueh =
?_?llmll‘l money if I
“That sounds kind of ke a book,
"Hut you

I think
instead of

of any

I'm glad you do,
Ho

ou,

a nice k!d. You come hers

you make your little

No, you

It's 8o, Put you can

Nelithe: of 'em’ll be needed, You've

rich an' lazy. Are you any belter'n
the good sense to fall in love with Ca wo!
the dandiest girl that ever happened, they are? a_you rk any harder

But what have you got to offer her?
Healdea your viduable self, I mean?
You're askin' for the greatest thing
In ull this world,
thing In exchangs?
want her—her with her pretty ways,
nn'
face. An' you can't even suppurt her,

for Desairee than they ars workin® for
the slatternly, slab-sided, down-at-
hee! women at home? Don't you
#'poas every one of Lhoss men once
plannsd to make his wife a lady an’
1o ‘cons’orate his toll' to her? Think
It over, son; an' get a Doller aryu-
mant than the silly faot that you're
willln® to do your dooty by workin®

Do vou glve any-
Not wou, You

clever brain un' gorigeous ltile

:'fﬂ‘,‘":m.‘:":::“n;‘r:; :f;:; ‘F‘& .,::': for Denires. Hell's full of workors”
it all to her” You've no money—no it all sesmas so horﬂblo—&o r;m
prospects. An' you wint har to ex- —o mmer!d!. muttarsd : s hoy.
change hersolf for thut, Her that l_?’""'b“héi‘l‘,f" right, sir. 1 can see
iﬂ:m'gd“::.':'" & millionatre lr'nh; IWIO' mua_m-l S out bafore

ment ahould be a long one,” hesitnted
the hoy, battling futilely agpainst the
vislgar
wouldn't nak her to marey me 11 I
was able 1o support hep—to support
har well"™

hMm In an Impulsive gesture of de-
spadlr,

“Sti” fnished Caledb, "It hodn't
ought to be, hey? Most things hadn't.
Hut most things ara, Now look here!
I've wansted a lot of time on' a lot of
bad tastin' truths over you, 1 don't
know why [ did {t, exoept that | al-
ways ke to jaw after I'vahad a big

“I'm—I'm willing that the engage-

truth of Caleb’'s wards, i

“An' in tha mean tims.” urged Con-
with maerciless the

over, login=="in fight on, It kind of lots off mianmn.
moan time, ahe's to have the ploasura j{are's the answer in & nutaholi: 1'm
of alttin' Ly, eatin® lier heart out, Miss Sheviin's guardian, Whit Miss
wallin'—waltin'——growin' older ov'ry gheviin wants, she's T.m' to have, If
your—login' good chanoen—belin’ side. | have to buy tha Whita House for
trncked nt partlen an' 30 on, becauss pape, If she wants you ahe can have
ahe's engaged an' no- longer In the you,  If ahs don't want you—all the
‘murringe  mncket—waltin' year after sansent [ could give wounldo't amount
year-—muybe 1 gl her prettiness an® 1 p hoot in Hadea Vors'nally, |
her youtl's gono-—just on the chance shink you'd better wait till you grow
that you'll 8o Jny be able to sUPDOTL yp an' got a job bafors you talk "hout
n wife? You don't mean 0 be marryin’, Hut it's her affalr, Not
erooked, You're only just foollsh. mine, If slie wants you she can have
But look the thing In the eyes an' you, Put it up to her, It's past me.
toll me: s it square? In it an honest An' pow trot alony. You've taken
baraln you offer? Aren't you ehient- more of my time than you ocould ey
1n' the one girl tn the world you ought fopr In & dozen sevan-poge stories
to e most for?” Tron't wtop to thank ma, Chisa.'

“Rut  with suoh an fincentive”™ “Tut I do thank you & thousand
r

The True Yuletide Spirit

was never bhrovght out so beantifully In any other story as In

A CHRISTMAS CAROL

By Charles Dickens

il be read or reread by every one at the present
ming World ip going to reprint 4t completa during

This viassl
EFrnn Ho The Fvy
ChrsLimis woei

Huad It for your own sake and for the sake of thoss whoss Christ-
mas you may bs led to moke happler by reading it

boy, In perfect inanooancs.
you heard?
papers,

out!
1 mald if you want to
thankin' me agnin,
i

Ngghted youth,
bhoack tn his leather chair and Ashed
from a casn tha ever-prescnt eigar,

Con-
over's mouth pet in a grim smils a8

he sald, moving
aorons to his deak chalr, "I weem to
ne holdin' a leves of the ar'stocracy

this mornin’'"
stiff am sver,
private office.
wan a monotone of drab, save for a
ruddy patoh on

Want anything »
the oourtly,

mit me to

powerful an Infuepes

b
il B

timeal" exclalmed Hawarden, shaking
hands with boylsh vehemenoe,
—1'm awfully obliged to you.
T cume | was afrald 1'4
much fate as poor Mr. Hlacarda”
*What's thpt?" snapped Caleh, all my hotin,
peninlity wiped out from his voloe,
anked the
“Haven't
was In the morning
It seema he was Jumping on
A moving mtreast ear, o
yomerday aftornoon, when hin  foot
plipped on
drageed along,
nearly half a block, Two of his ribs
woera hroken and him body |n coversd
with bruises, The papers say hia face
in battersd almost beyond
tion."

“About Mr. DiacardaT™

It

the wtops and

fnoa downwanl,

“*Tao had!™ remarked Conov

told you,

the
Caleb

Waving out bewlildered,

A elerk enterod with n card,

he glaneed at It

“Hend him in"™
HReuben Standish, nunt, gEray
old

either cheek

whare consumption Aauntad & ne-
surrander fug.  Calsh  grested him
with & pod and motioned him to &
rent,

“l hope 1 have not hroken ih apon
very Important work' began Htand-
iah. wlancing at the mountaln of let-

tars und pupers on tha deak

“All my work's important” an-
awered Caleh, “If 1t wansn't 1'd have
an offiea boy Ao it whils 1 loafed.

aclal T

"IMean of all” ¢
nid-warld

grent viotory t the amic! yesinr-
Anyv I rend this morning that the
Bturke MW woas  Aofenred  entirely
throyeh your own persenal endanvors
v must be a great thing fo wield »o

Inw men I

vRav ™  interpomed  (falah,  “quit
atandin’ an the distant hilitop makin®
peacoe stens, Caale on down an' tel!
me what you wan Make It as short

8 you ran'

It pppeared that Mr, Btandish want.
o muoch, though T
bln 1o eondense hin widlies to the

t This, how-

did

ea Culel shgeontnd

“1'm
When nity.
mest some favors to me,

the Capltul,

he wWas
for

recogni-

or, Ary-
ly. "Polka ought to be Mr‘.hl{ ho
Jwr try to Jump onta heavy-maovin®
things., Bometimes there's apt to be
u #urprise for the jumper,
You can run an’ tell Dey what
No, don't go
It's up to her, us
Mont likely, ahe'll send
you About your business, Ho laall’“

{ B
throw himasal

Now olear

q
wias ushared into the
man's facs

Bann

vaded Standish, in
manner that
Caleh plways found so jarring, “par-
coneratulute you oh your

over ona's fel.

not meam tO

A lnst remnant of flarsd
up within the consumptive bank

resident's wit moul.
* “I'm not to be bulldosed, Mr. Con-
ovnr!™ he sald, with a certain dig-

vflechuse you extend business

admit a man of your character to
And I aball not. As for
the lonn"——

“Ag for the loan” replied Conower,
shrugging his shoulders and tossing
the cheokbook back In the dmawer,
“I'm not obliged to wiave off ruin
from a man that thinks I'm not At
to enter his home. That's all. Good
day.*™

Ile alammed ahut the desk drawer
and hegan to look over some of the
opened letters beafore him.

The old man had risen to hia feet,
s ovea Nxad on the closed drawer
Jike thoss of a starved dog on &
ehunk of meat, His mouth-corners
twitehed and humflintion foresd an
unwonted molstiure into hin eyoes,

“Mr. Connver,” he bagan, fenta-
tively,

“jood dayl™ retorted Caleb, with.
out rising ha eyea from the papers
he was sorting.

“Mr. Canover!” coughed Htandish,
in despatr, “T'Il—=TI1 be very
you'll dine with us on Friday night*

Conover opansd the drawer,
the cheolk neross the table and went
on with his work.

“1'11 bha there” he grunted.

CHAPTER VI.

In the House of Rimmon.
NOVIR swung down the hill
townard the valley tn whase
cantra twinkiaq the lights
of the Araresk Country

Club, 1t waa on the evening
of the day he had recalved Htandish
and Hawarden,

A ®irl in & whits dress was walk-
ing & short distancs ahead of him as
he nearad the olubhouse, Each long
step brought Conover nearer to her,
At her sida walked a man, The
oouple were In no haasta but ssemed
bent on enjoying the beauty of the
mght In lelsurely fashion befors
renching thelr destination. As Calsb
vaie alongside, a fow rods from the
Arareck gutes, the man hatled him,
It was Caine, Conover, barely re-
mambering himse!f fn time to imi-
tite the other's saluie, pulled off his
Lat and slouched toward the two,

“Miss Standish” sald Calne, after
groeting the Fighter, “may I pressat
Mr, Conover?™

Tha giri held ouwt her hand shyly.
Calob, as he took It looked down at
her with oconsiderable (utorest. He
waa ouricus to scs what manner of
woman the fastidious Calne had so
long dolized, and to whom, o face

;.‘_h‘,':“:.',' “_ Wloor ':m:.:;,‘til: of much rumored family opposition,
J.|'..,.'| yn. Mo Latened with enly per- ha had recently become engaged.
|'I'1r||'rur1'| atts r-‘l m 1o L) te I" il '!'f ::;: The lghta of the open clubhouse
bure LNk i o
|:t-:-1r;;:om-yi of deposiis and the dangor door .hnnu' full upon Latty Standish,
of & “runi™ with stiil loes hoed to the and Caleb'a fOrast curiosity w
[taln of an unwonted deprossion 10 to something Lke astoniahiment. Hhe
nortaln stooks wheraln \Ilr Standish's .o a plump little creature, with &
iniar WAS Lrey marinni
h--\\'.l:lzﬁ," “mn.- rend Caleb, whan the bretty, slack face.
Mpin wiood fort marshatied In thelr “looks Uke & meaxly rabbit!™
anrry artav. "1ow duss all. this In- wought Conover., In amused ocon-
t'reat me ternpt. “An' that's what Amal Nich-
=30 Wer nd we to help me olas UCalne's been workin' all his life
hnforae™—— to win, §s It? ee! but It's quesr

|

“An' that glves me a Hoonss to 40 what kinks a sune man's brain'll take

1t again?' suggented Caleh,

Btandish laughed,

whaore & woman's concerned,”

The pititul, Outwiydly he was letening with

dry cough, Dan

| am not obliged to h

»
stony  Immobility to Latty's tUmid

words of salutetion,
For lack of a gallery the guesis

who had come lo hear lluorc“
chalrs

pal In the double rankas
dining

which lined the larege

Conover and the two others

during & momentary |ull  belwesn
epeenhen,  Letty wos greeled oof-
dially by such paople as she passed
on her way to her seat. Caleb,
one of her escort, found himself
ohjeot of more courtesy than had ever
:s:::r- been his portlon at the Am-

“Hhe's betiar. Icn'l;n'

than |
thought,” mused Conover, <
she's a good dresser, Maybe

face ain't real'y so foulish,
At Dey po much may have
for olher girls, Everybody

seama glad to see this y
pon; an' some of their
has slopped over onto me, ra

a
wife like that I'd strut right into the
gold-ahirt erowd an' they'd hang

a ‘Welcome, Little !!r“.lﬂ.’

for me, If Dey ean get into

#et by marryin' ous of ‘em, I

the same rule ought to work

me, Vil talk it over some time
Caine, Ile ought to know*

A rippls of hand-clapping roused

Caleb ftrom his disjointed refections,
and he joined with vigor in & .
Ing the » he had not lur‘

“What an eaay speaker Mr. Vroom
ial® mald Laotty, “Don't you envy
men, Mr., Conover? Den't you 1]
it must be wonderful to a
apeech without being frigh to
death? To stand up before go many
people and juat talk (0 them as (f—

Hasiest thing in the worldl™ an-
nounced Caleb, dully irritated at
T Reods 8 to sty 1o umsste

n to may to hi 3
a blame sight bot::r. cleverer,

maks hall

muoch larger, nt
seemed loat In thelr voluminous folds.
1;!. even thus hwuncl, hlo - 4
pursuers wi ap agility litue

short of Incredible In #o old a man,

In his fight he came Into contact
with one of the alender pillars nanr
the toustmaster's ohalr. Wra
both arms about this, he slid to the
foor and crouched there, still n.nm
ing to the plllar, making ho .
niminn faces over hia shoulder at the
trio beside the pantry door,

“Soward!"” declalmed the toastmas.
tor, "what does this mean?"

“l—l—am extramely worry, Mr.
Dillingham!" answered the steward,
venturing forward, “I'm sure [ apol-
oiize most sincerely, I wouldn't

worlds, We were short of men In
the kitchen to-night, sir. That—that
old panhandler over there, air,” point-
ing an abhorring fAnger at the refu.
gee, “oame around looking for an odd

b, Bo I sel him to washing dishes.
1o sald he'd stopped off a train on
bis way from the Weat, Ha got at
AOe the wines, wsir, when we
waan't looking. He's in a disgusting
stats, sir, n one of my men
caught him pooketing some forks and
1 two of the wailers to search
Mm and send for the police, They
grabbed him, but he alipped away and
ran in hers. Ho I"

“That will do! That wil el
thundersd the toastmaster, -
ing. after divera irials, in

In upon the narrative, “"Remove v
And as quistly as you B
I am more sorry than [ can say,”
went on  urbansly, addressing
guesta, “that such a disgraceful sosne
should have' s

A howl from the man on the floor
out short the apology. Two servants
had approached to do the toast-
manter's bidding. As the first of them
anized him by the shoulder the lttie
man screamed llke a mad cal, Look.
ing his lega about the pillar, he
turned upon his assallants with m‘ll
and teoth, fighting with the d A
uhm.nuﬁu fury of a cornered wild
thing.

“Oh, the psacred Arareek!™ mut-
tered Calne, leaning across toward
Conover,

Hut Caleb did not hear. Almost
alone of all those In the room, ha had
shown Do sxcitement, .

*“Loave e be!™ the latter was de-
manding in A squealing hilccough, as
the ocossallon of attack left him
braath for words, “Leave me be,
can't yes? Fine lot—swellsh you ae,
to plck on one poor old man what
naver harmed none of you'! Lemme
‘lone!" aa Dilngham, with thoughts
of diplomacy, edged closer. “That~-
that feller ealled e —p— pan-
handler! 'S a lle. I'm honeah, ‘spee-
tible workin' man, Fought for m'
country In B-8-8hivil War. Got m'
hon'‘rable discharge. Fought for '
country whila the most of you was
In—in—y'r eradlos, 1I'm drunk, too™
he confided, squinting “FI at the un-
nerved Dillingham, “Drunk-—ar 1
wouldn't a' stolen thoshe thingsh
Perfoc'ly shquare when I'm sho
Pert'ly, Learned t° drink while 1
wwn d—d'fendin’ m" country.

“If 1 had had my-—my—rightsh,”
ha bellowed, shrilly, glaring about
him, *T'd be ridin' In my care
m'own carr'ge! Yeah! Thash right.
Own carrge. UGot a boy whoshe I'hg
—prich man, Whatsh's do for me
Noshin't'alll  Don't ev'n know 'm
live, Till 1 struck Granite tnight, T
didn't know he'sh ‘live. Firsh
been hers In twenty yearsh,
ahent m't' jail, lusht time, da
Poor ol' Baul Con'ver!™

(To Be Countinued.)
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